Actually, nothing happened. To my surprise, Mother
took me in her arms. To my question how she had found
me, she replied that she had been passing along the street
when the air-raid warning sounded. She had taken cover in
a hotel next to our theatre, and when the all-clear came she
had stopped out of curiosity to see what was on at the
theatre. She had noticed the name " Gertie Lawrence"
among the small-part people.

My dream of impressing the family was shattered, but
at least I had got my mother back, and I realized then how
much I had missed her. Granny, grown much older and
quite feeble now, took particular personal pride in my
having a part in a successful West End production. Though
she never said so, I think Granny felt secretly responsible
for having started me on my career.

As I went from revue to revue, in each show I was given
more to do. This, of course, brought more prestige and, on
my part, more self-assurance* I still played pranks, and the
more I played, the more daring I became. Not unnaturally,
Andre Chariot got a little fed up with me. He said so more
than once in no unvarnished terms.

While I was playing in Buzz-Buzzy I came down with a
bad attack of lumbago. The doctor ordered me to bed.
I was laid up for the better part of a week. When Saturday
night came, I was feeling much better than I had felt for
several days. The doctor said I would be able to go back to
work on Monday, That evening Ivor Novello rang me up*
He'd heard I had lumbago, and he wanted to know how
I was getting on.

"I'm better/' I said. "In fact, I'm working again
Monday."
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